Device  Warns  When  Engineer  is  Dry 

Breakthrough  at  U of  T 


The  lives  of  all  engineering 
students  could  be  drastically 
changed  by  a small  device 
consisting  of  an  oral 
thermometer  and  a computer 
chip,  which  is  expected  to  be  in 
the  Stores  by 

April.  Repititious  electronic 
beeps  will  soon  be  reminding 
students  to  take  their 
temperature.  By  taking 
his/her  temperature  several 
times  daily  with  the  new  device, 
called  Bio-Beer , the  engineer 
will  know  within  seconds  if 
he /she  needs  more  beer. 


A brewer  with  the  World 
Drinkers  Organization  (WDO), 
Dr.  Bud  Wiser,  explained  in  a 
recent  interview,  “The  body 
temperature  of  an  engineer 
slowly  drops  as  his  body’s  store 
of  beer  (not  to  be  confused  with 
beer  store)  is  depleted.  This 
decrease  is  exponentially 
proportional  to  the  time  elapsed 
since  the  last  refill.  Since  most 
engineers  run  on  beer,  it  is 
important  that  the  body’s  store 
be  maintained  to  ensure  a 
sufficiently  high  body 
temperature  for  proper 


functioning.  When  the 

temperature  drops  to  a precisely 
calculated  safe  lower  limit  (at 
which  point  a further  drop, 
called  drop-out,  could  be 
hazardous),  Bio-Beer 

automatically  detects  the 
impending  health  hazard  and 
signals  with  a recorded  ‘last 
call’  message,  that  the  testee 
should  proceed  immediately  to 
the  nearest  refilling  station. 

Bio-Beer  was  developed  by 
the  U of  T Electrical  and 
Mechanical  Engineering 

departments  jointly  in  response 


The  Who  Returns  to  T.O. 


To  show  their  love  for 
Toronto,  the  Who  has  made  it 
public  that  they  are  returning  to 
do  their  final  farewell  concert  of 
their  European  tour  in  Toronto. 

The  Who,  a popular  British 
rock  ’n  roll  band  are  well 
known  throughout  the  world  as 
one  of  the  original  roots  of 
modern  day  rock,  a band  that 
has  withstood  the  pressures  of 
time  and  fortune. 

The  concert  is  dated  for 
February  30,  1983  at  6:00  p.m.; 
the  likely  venue  being 
Convocation  Hall.  Tickets 
will  be  $5  for  non-students,  $4 
for  engineering  students  and 
$10  for  artsies  with  photo 
I.D.  Tickets  will  probably  go 
on  sale  this  weekend  at  SAC, 
the  Benson  building  (phys.  ed.) 
and  the  Stores.  Line  ups  have 
already  started  at  Woodsworth, 
but  that  may  be  illiterate  arts 
students  or  summer  COM 
students. 

The  announcement  came 
from  the  band’s  P.R.  man, 
‘Boris  the  Spider’,  who  has  been 
with  the  band  since  their  early 
days.  I confirmed  the 
engagement  personally  by 
calling  Roger  Daltry.  Roger 
agreed  to  meet  myself  and  Peter 
Townsend  at  D.J.’s  that 
evening  for  a bite  and  a 
chat.  That  evening  at  2000h, 
Roger  and  Pete  came  in  and  sat 
with  me  in  the  same  booth  we 
had  laughed  and  got  pissed  in 
just  one  half  year  earlier. 

I opened,  “Ay, 

Pete  . . . Rodge,  how’s  it 
hanging?” 

“Aah,  a little  to  the  right, 
D.,”  replied  Daltry. 


“Not  bad,”  answered  Peter. 

We  sat  down  and  the  waitress 
came  over  and  took  our  orders 
(you  know  the  one  with  the  run 
in  her  stockings).  Of  course 
we  all  drank  Molson’s 
beer.  Roger  had  a ‘light’ 
because  he  didn’t  want  to  put 
on  any  weight  tonight  (?). 

“ So,  my  readers  want  to 
know  why  you  are  returning 
here  instead  of  doing  the  ghig 
(gig  is  pronounced  jig!)  in  the 
U.K.  or  West  Germany  or 
something.” 

“Well,  it  goes  like  this,” 
returned  Townsend,  “the  two 
of  us  just  finished  a religious 
retreat.  We  thought  about  our 
last  two  trips  here.  I 
personally  felt  ashamed  to  take 
$20  a seat  and  only  play  two 
hours.” 

“Warming  up  with  Joe  Jackson 
must  have  given  people  the 
runs.” 


“I  enjoyed  that  show,  Rodge, 
but  I wished  it  were  longer 
considering  the  six  hours  I lined 
up  to  get  a seat  behind  a steel 
girder.” 

“You  always  had  poor 
seats.  I remember  that 
backstage  pass  in  the  70’s  that 
we  gave  you  where  your  seat 
was  in  the  hallway,”  said  Pete. 

“That’s  beside  the 
point.  Our  second  farewell 
tour  disappointed  a lot  of 
people  because  we  did  not  play 
songs  like  Substitute,  Miles  and 
Miles,  and  Don’t  Let  Go  the 
Goat.” 

“You  did  play  a lot  of  non- 
commercial music.” 

“Well,  our  true  fans  would 
know  all  our  music  and  enjoy 
whatever  we  played.” 

The  remainder  of  the  evening 
consisted  of  talk  about  the 

continued  on  page  7 


to  the  rising  number  of  concerns 
expressed  by  professors 
regarding  the  increasing 
occurance  of  unidentified  flying 
objects  (paper  airplanes)  during 
lectures.  Experts  from  U of  T 
Bio-Engineering  explained  that 
as  the  body  temperature  of  the 
normal  student  engineer  drops, 
their  ability  to  reason  and 
concentrate  (both  of  which  are 
exceptional  at  worst)  ebb  away 
leaving  only  their  intense 
creative  and  expressive  abilities 
to  manage.  In  the  high 
pressure  situation  of  a lecture 
(excepting  non-tech.’s  and 
calculus)  the  result  is  a 
tremendous  outpouring  of 
pure  creativity  and  self 
expression  in  the  form  of  these 
intricately  designed  and 
exquisitively  crafted  (what  do 
you  expect  from  an  engineer?) 
paper  aero- vehicles. 

Development  and  research 
for  Bio-Beer  was  headed  by  Dr. 
S.O.  Strate,  an  Eng.  Sci. 
computer  programming 

professor  who  began  searching 
for  a scientific  method  of 
reducing  the  number  of  “those 
damn  distracting  paper 
airplanes  soaring  around  during 
lectures.”  The  WDO  has 
closely  followed  the  research  of 
Dr.  Strate  and  in  conjunction 
with  Eng.  Soc.,  has  agreed  to 
test  the  device  on  the  St.  George 
campus.  If  the  results  are 
encouraging,  sales  promotion 
would  go  world  wide. 

Most  of  the  Bio-Beer 
production  will  be  done  by  Bio- 
Beer  Canada,  with  prodution 
starting  in  one  of  the  labs  in  the 
Rosebrugh  building.  Asked  if 
this  was  due  to  its  close 
proximity  to  the  Institute  of 
Bio-Medical  Engineering,  who 
helped  in  the  development  of 
the  device,  Mr.  Strate  replied, 
“Hell  no,  it’s  ’cause  the  damn 
industrials  don’t  do  anything 
anyway,  so  we’re  making  use  of 
previously  unused  space.” 

The  marketing  manager  at 
the  St.  George  campus,  Mr. 
Fyve  B.  Volyoom,  said  in  a 
recent  interview  that  U ofT’s 
engineering  students  will  be  the 
first  to  try  Bio-Beer  on  a limited 
production  sale,  due  to  their 
superior,  world  renowned 
appetite  for  the  liquid  fuel,  plus 
a favourable  drinking  climate  in 
Toronto.  Production  will  start 
at  3 000  devices  a month  and 
will  retail  for  approximately  $45 


in  the  Stores  and  $65  at  the 
Textbook  Store  (with 
engineering  I.D.). 

Development  is  also  under 
way  to  encapsulate  the 
electronics  of  Bio-Beer  in  a 
module  compatible  with  the 
HP-4 1C,  and  a direct  connected 
external  thermocouple  to 
replace  the  Bio-Beer' s built  in 
unit.  For  true  keeners  (Eng. 
Sci.)  and  those  on  an  economy 
kick,  the  software  programme 
for  the  device  will  also  be 
available  in  most  popular 
languages  so  that  other  versatile 
programmable  pocket 

calculators  can  be  programmed 
to  accept  digital  input  data 

supplied  from  a standard  but 
less  accurate  oral 
thermometer.  However,  the 

manufacturer  assumes  no 

liability  for  those  who  choose 
this  cheapo  route  (programmes 
can  be  had  for  $15). 

Bio-Beer  will  be  presented  to 
the  World  Congress  of 

Engineering  Professors  in  San 
Fransisco  this  weekend.  Bud 
Wiser  believes  that  Bio-Beer  will 
be  extremely  useful  as  a method 
for  controlling  the  amount  of 
paper  airplanes  in  lectures  as 
well  as  helping  to  improve 
overall  academic  results,  since 
larger  numbers  of  students  will 
be  coming  to  class  ‘properly 
tanked’  and  thus  prepared  to 
get  the  utmost  from  each 
lecture. 

Asked  in  an  informal 
interview  what  the  impact  of 
Bio-Beer  would  be  at  U of  T, 
Peter  Weick  (V.P.  Activities) 
said,  “’it  won’t  make  any 
difference.  Any  damn 

engineer  who  doesn’t  know 
when  he’s  running  dry  should 
get  the  hell  out  of  engineering 
and  take  some  purely  academic 
course  like  Greek  history  or  the 
Lash  Miller  version  of 
chemistry.” 

Vaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaau 

NOTICE  : 

NOTICE  : 

Due  to  the  frequency  with; 
which  the  Engineerings 
Society  President’s  name; 
appears  on  the  front  page  of; 
the  other  U of  T paper,  we! 
hereby  refuse  to  print  it  on; 
the  front  page  of  this  Toike.  Z 
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The  Toike  Oike 


February  24,  1983 


GODIVA’S  BOX 


Attention:  All  Male  Taxpayers 

Re:  Notice  of  Increase  in  Tax 
Payments 

The  only  thing  the  Revenue 
Canada  Taxation  has  not  yet 
taxed  you  on  is  your  ding  dong. 
This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  40% 
of  the  time  it  is  hanging  around 
unemployed,  20%  of  the  time  it 
is  pissed  off,  30%  of  the  time  it 
is  hard  up,  and  10%  of  the  time 
it  is  in  the  hole.  On  top  of  this, 
it  has  two  dependents,  and  they 
are  both  nuts.  Accordingly,  by 
January  1st,  your  ding  dong  will 
be  taxed  according  to  its  size. 

To  determine  your  category, 
please  insert  information  on 
page  2,  section  7,  line  3 of  your 
standard  T4  form. 


P.S.  cum  over  for  dinner 
sometime. 

P.P.S.  Activities  (nudge, 
nudge,  wink,  wink)  afterwords. 

Cherished  Container  Belonging 
to  Godiva: 

It  is  with  utmost  dexterity 
with  which  I scribe  this 
correspondence,  in  adulation  of 
the  presence  of  my  own  pen- 
manship upon  these  pages.  It  is 
with  a savardian  spinerama 
scrawl  consummated  with  a 
rapier-like  thrust  that  I must 
terminate  this  specimen  of 
calligraphy. 

Yours  descriptively, 
Danny  Gallivan 
The  Forum,  Montreal 


10 -12  in.  Luxury  Tax  ...  $30.00 
8 -10  in.  Pole  Tax  ...  $25.00 
6-8in.  Privilige Tax  ...  $15.00 
4-6in.  Nuisance  Tax  ...  $5.00 

Anyone  under  4 inches  is 
eligible  for  refund.  Please  do 
not  request  extensions.  Anyone 
exceeding  13  inches  must  file 
under  CAPITAL  GAINS. 

Pecker  Checker 
Revenue  Canada 
Taxation  Department 

Dear  Sirs,  Madams,  What  have 
yous, 

Pm  sending  you  this  letter 
just  to  clean  up  any 
misunderstanding  that  may 
have  existed. 

I do  eat  worms  in  my  quiche, 
always!  As  a matter  of  fact, 
Quiche  a-la-worm  (Verre-de- 
terre  for  you  frogs)  is  my 
favourite  meal  in  the  whole 
world. 

Thank  you  for  listening. 

Peter  Weick 
Somewhere  in  the  Admin. 


Deeer  Godiva ’s  Box, 

Gee  whillikers,  it’s  just  sooper 
to  write  down  my  opinion  of  the 
Toike  - Dang  blast  it  the  letters 
are  just  great!  Let's  watch  the 
ree-play  of  Danny’s  letter  - look 
at  the  adjectives,  just  watch  this 

- let’s  stop  it  there  for  a moment 

- he  has  some  trouble  with  that 
adjective,  but  he  is  an  old  pro  - 
he  pulls  out  the  dictionary!  Now 
you  youngsters  at  home  watch 
this  - he  has  both  hands  on  the 
book.  Hey!  Sooper  play!  It’s  so 
beautiful  when  it’s  done  right. 
He  finishes  off  the  letter  and 
puts  away  the  dictionary.  Heeey 
sooooper  letter! 

Yours  truly, 
Howie  Meeker 
Hockey  Night  in  Winnepag 

Dear  Sirs, 

I had  a little  pooftah  teddy 
bear  named  Pooky  long  before 
that  fuckin’  cat  ever  got 
his.  So  there. 

Ecktorff 
In  oblivion  i.e.  Civil  8T5 


PUBLIC  ANNOUNCEMENT 

To  test  public  readiness  in  the  event  of  a 
nuclear  attack,  today  between  the  hours  of 
1100  h and1130  h has  been  designated  for 
official 

NUCLEAR  DRILL  PRACTICE 

This  will  apply  to  the  whole  of  Metro  Toronto 
and  Barrie  areas. 

Please  note  that  this  is  only  a rehearsal,  but  in 
order  to  be  effective,  the  public  are  asked  to 
take  the  Nuclear  Drill  seriously,  and  to  comply 
with  the  proper  proceedure,  exactly  as  if  a 
nuclear  attack  were  in  progress. 

The  procedure  Is  as  follows: 

1.  Sound  the  alarm 

2.  Close  all  doors  and  windows 

3.  Leave  the  building  by  what  remains  of 
the  walls  and  run  Into  the  street 
screaming  7 don't  want  to  die’ 

4.  Wet  yourself 

5.  Try  and  burrow  underground  using 
fingernails  only 

6.  Sob  in  terror  and  frustration 

7.  Kill  anyone  who  gets  In  your  way 

8.  Go  blind 

9.  Die 

10.  Return  to  place  of  work  In  orderly 

fashion  when  drill  is  over  and  resume 
normal  activity 

REMEMBER  this  is  a rehearsal  only—  there  is 
no  cause  for  alarm. 


Carlos 


Dear 

...words  of  wisdom  for  pre- 
teens  and  other  people  with 
problems... 

Note:Carlos  is  no  relation  to  the 
Cuban  Arab  terrorist  of  the 
same  name. 

Q:I’m  a thirteen  year  old  girl. 
My  friends  have  all  started  their 
periods  but  I haven’t.  My 
problem  is  I can’t  shoot  a 
Walther  PPk  without  flinching. 
Is  this  normal  for  my  age? 

A:First  of  all,  and  I would  like 
this  to  be  perfectly  clear,  there 
is  no  normal  age  for  shooting 
any  automatic  firearms.  Like 
many  things  in  life,  it  is  your 
emotional  and  physical 
maturity  that  are  important  and 
not  your  age.  Obviously  there 
are  some  10  and  11  year  olds 
that  are  advanced  in  this  matter, 
while  others  may  be  perfectly 
normal,  healthy  girls  and  not  be 
ready  until  16  or  17.  Just  be 
patient  - it  may  take  you  a little 
longer  than  your  friends. 

Q:I  am  15  and  my  boyfriend  is 
17.  We  would  both  like  to  know 
if  you  led  an  assassination  at- 
tempt to  the  United  States  in 
1982  on  behalf  of  Libyan 
President  Muammar  Khaddafi 
with  orders  to  kill  President 
Reagan? 

A:I  do  not  lcnow  what  you  are 
talking  about.  Besides,  it  was  in 
1981  and  it  was  partially  finan- 
ced by  the  Soviets  and  Mr. 
Reagan’s  children. 


Q:I  love  my  father  very  much 
but  one  thing  really  bothers  me. 
Every  night  after  dinner  he 
beats  me  to  a pulp  with  his 
mace.  I’ve  tried  to  discuss  the 
situation  with  him,  but  he 
always  says  if  I do  not  shut  up 
he  will  destroy  my  nether  parts 
with  a double-edged  sword,  tike 
he  did  to  my  Mom.  Please  help. 

A:Many  teenagers  feel  they  do 
not  get  enough  respect  from 
their  parents.  When  I was  14  my 
parents  would  not  let  me  hold 
raping  and  pillaging  binges  on 
school  nights.  So,  I had  them 
beheaded.  Of  course  I am  not 
suggesting  you  do  as  I did. 
Times  and  circumstances  have 
changed  since  the  sixties  and 
what  once  seemed  natural  is 
now  often  considered  shocking 
and  inhuman. 

Cut  his  throat. 

Q:My  boyfriend  has  a very  large 
nose.  I have  only  seen  it  once 
and  at  that  time  his  nose  was 
over  9 inches  long.  Naturally  he 
is  self-conscious  about  the 
length  of  his  nose.  I want  to 
have  sex  with  him  but  I have 
heard  that  an  overly  long  nose 
can  do  permanent  damage, 
especially  to  a virgin.  Is  there 
any  truth  to  this? 

A:The  poor  fellow.  He  must 
have  a terrible  time  with  a 
cold!  Seriously,  though,  what 
does  a nose  have  to  do  with  sex? 
You  kids  hve  no  brains 
nowadays. 


Q:I  shave  three  times  a day  and 
I still  have  a five  o’clock 
shadow.  This  may  not  sound  so 
bad  but  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  find  dates.  Guys  just  pass 
right  by  without  even  noticing 
me.  What  can  I do?  Please  do 
not  suggest  counselling. 

A:You  are  obviously  an  in- 
telligent, attractive  girl  with  alot 
of  musical  and  artistic  talent 
and  a nice  smile  (we  social 
workers  are  quick).  I believe 
you  are  using  your  facial  air  as  a 
crutch.  You  are  not  popular 
with  the  boys  because  you  are 
sub-consciously  giving  out 
negative  vibrations  that  are  tur- 
ning guys  off.  Use  your  per- 
sonality and  sense  of  humour. 
Also  I recommend  you  see  a 
counsellur,  preferably  one  with 
a beard 


Confidential  to  Shallow: 
Confidential  to  Shallow: 

That  is  not  a proper  use  for  a 
ruler.  I do  not  care  what  your 
boyfriend  says.  Its  disgusting. 


Questions  should  be  addressed 
to  Carlos,  Box  419,  Barrie,  On- 
tario. Carlos  regrets  that  no 
personal  replies  can  be  made, 
and  stresses  that  he  is  not  an  in- 
ternational terrorist. 


Dear  Godiva’s  Box, 

I got  up  this  morning,  turning 
off  my  alarm  clock  by  applying 
a 61  N force  upon  the  off 
switch.  I then  left  the  house  to 
go  shopping  by  applying  a 
moment  of  72  N m to  close  the 
door  as  I left.  I drove  to  the 
store,  content  in  the  knowledge 
that  the  Normal  reaction 


provided  by  the  road  was 
sufficient  to  hold  up  the  car.  I 
got  back  home  only  to  find  a 
surprise  birthday  party  being 
held  for  me.  I had  to  blow  out 
the  candles,  so  I isolated  them 
in  a free  body  diagram.  I 
miscalculated  the  air  speed 
required  to  blow  out  the  candles 
by  a factor  of  100  times  too 


big.  Not  only  did  I blow  out 
the  candles,  but  they  flew  off 
the  cake  in  a curvilinear 
arc.  We  finished  off  the 
evening  by  drinking  a bottle  of 
wine,  opening  it  with  a wrench 
force  of  37  N m. 

Penney  C. 

Mechanicsville 


How  to  Kill  a 
South  Dakota  Eel 


Little  Johnny  was  12  years  old 
and  like  other  boys  his  age, 
rather  curious.  He  had  been 
hearing  quite  a bit  about  cour- 
ting, and  dating  girls  from  the 
boys  and  he  wondered  what  it 
was  and  how  it  was  done.  So 
one  day,  he  asked  his  question 
to  his  mother  who  became 
rather  frustrated.  Instead  of  ex- 
plaining things  to  Johnny,  she 
told  him  to  hide  behind  the  cur- 
tains one  night  and  watch  his 
sister  and  her  boyfriend..  The 
following  morning  Johnny 
described  everything  to  his 
mother. 

Sis  and  her  boyfriend  sat  and 
talked  for  a while,  then  he  tur- 
ned out  most  of  the  lights  . Then 
he  started  hugging  and  kissing 
her.  I figure  sis  must  be  getting 
sick  because  her  face  looked 
funny.  He  must  have  thought  so 
too,  ’cause  he  put  his  hand  in- 
side her  blouse  to  feel  her  heart, 
just  like  the  doctor  would  do. 
Except  he  is  not  as  smart  as  the 
doctor  because  he  seemed  to 
have  trouble  finding  her  heart. 

I quess  he  was  getting  sick 
too,  because  pretty  soon  both  of 
them  started  panting  and  get- 


ting out  of  breath.  His  other 
hand  must  have  been  cold, 
because  he  put  it  under  her 
skirt.  Anyways,  by  this  time,  sis 
got  worse,  and  began  to  moan 
and  sigh,  and  squirm  around 
and  slid  down  towards  the  end 
of  the  couch.  This  is  when  her 
fever  started.  I knew  it  was 
a fever  because  sis  told  him  she 
was  really  hot. 

Finally  I found  out  what  was 
making  them  so  sick.  A big  eel 
had  gotten  into  his  pants 
somehow.  It  just  jumped  out  of 
his  pants  and  stood  there,  about 
ten  inches  long,  honestly! 
Anyway,  he  grabbed  it  in  one 
hand  to  keep  it  from  getting 
away.  When  sis  saw  it  she  got 
really  scared,  her  eyes  got  big, 
and  her  mouth  fell  open.  She 
started  calling  out  to  God  and 
stuff  like  that.  She  said  it  was 
the  biggest  one  she  had  ever 
seen.  I should  tell  her  about  the 
ones  down  by  the  lake. 
Anyways,  sis  got  really  brave 
and  tried  to  kill  the  eel  by  biting 
its  head  off.  All  of  a sudden  she 
made  a big  noise  and  let  the  eel 
go  - quess  it  bit  her  back,  then 
she  grabbed  it  with  both  hands 


and  held  it  tight  while  he  took  a 
muzzle  out  of  his  pocket  and 
slipped  it  over  the  eel’s  head  to 
keep  it  from  biting  again. 

Sis  laid  back  and  spread  her  legs 
so  she  could  get  a scissor  lock 
on  it,  and  he  helped  her  by 
laying  down  on  top  of  the  eel. 
The  eel  put  up  one  hell  of  a 
fight.  Sis  started  groaning  and 
squealing  and  her  boyfriend  got 
up  and  sure  enough  they  had 
killed  the  eel.  I knew  it  was  dead 
because  it  just  hung  limp,  and 
some  of  its  insides  were  hanging 
out. 

Sis  and  her  boyfriend  were  a 
little  tired  from  the  battle,  but 
they  were  back  to  courting 
anyways.  He  started  hugging 
and  kissing  her.  By  golly,  the  eel 
wasn’t  dead!  It  jumped  straight 
up  and  they  started  to  fight  it 
again.  I quess  eels  are  like  cats, 
they  have  nine  lives  or 
something.  This  time  sis  jumped 
up  and  tried  to  kill  it  by  sitting 
on  it.  After  thiry-five  minutes 
of  struggle  they  finally  killed 
the  eel.  I knew  it  was  dead 
because  I saw  sis’  boyfriend 
peel  off  the  skin  and  flush  it 
down  the  toilet. 
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Here  it  is,  yet  another  spring  term  without  Toike  editors.  With  the 
abundance  of  apathy  towards  the  production  of  this  paper,  it  is  no 
wonder.  A sizeable  amount  of  the  material  in  this  issue  was  written  in 
the  past,  but  for  some  reason  or  other,  never  used.  Fortunately,  a few 
people  did  respond  to  pleas  for  articles,  but  the  amount  generated  could 
hardly  be  considered  sufficient  to  produce  a paper.  The  amount  of 
assistance  in  the  production  department  has  also  seen  better  days. 

As  you  read  this,  there  are  numerous  groups  on  campus  that  would  be 
happy  to  see  the  demise  of  the  Toike,  and  more  seem  to  be  forming  all 
the  time.  Is  there  some  unseen  message  in  all  of  this?  Is  it  time  to 
reconsider  the  usefulness  of  such  a publication? 

Likely,  any  attempt  to  shelve  the  Toike  would  be  met  by  healthy 
opposition  on  the  part  of  engineers.  After  all,  we’d  be  toying  with 
tradition,  and  a reputation  unequalled  by  any  engineering 
school.  Unfortunately,  the  reputation  is  fast  fading.  A paper  that  at 
one  time  appeared  nine  times  per  year— and  high  quality  to  boot— has 
dwindled  to  four  issues,  in  the  best  of  years. 

Yet,  despite  the  problems  facing  the  Toike,  there  still  must  exist  some 
demand  for  this  type  of  material.  Other  schools  are  still  publishing, 


Many  thanks  to  all  those  who  contributed 
written  material  for  the  production  of  this 
Toike.  Although  I can’t  remember 
everyone,  some  of  the  contributors  are: 
Martin  Burnham,  Manny  D.,  A1  Kasperski, 
Linda  Trembley,  Andy  R.,  Bruce  Christie, 
Lena  Kim. 

Special  thanks  to  Lee  Scott  for  typesetting  some  of  the  material 
on  these  pages. 


some  with  great  success.  Take  Queen’s  engineers,  for  example,  who 
manage  to  publish  a paper  containing  similar  material  every  week! 

Perhaps  the  greatest  problem  facing  the  Toike  is  that  its  purpose  has 
changed  dramatically  over  the  years.  When  it  began  over  80  years  ago, 
it  was  not  the  supposed  humour  publication  that  it  is  today.  Humour  is 
inherently  more  difficult  to  write  than  factual  material,  so  editors  are  not 
always  able  to  choose  from  a vast  array  of  articles.  What  the  Toike 
needs  is  a large  group  of  writers,  who  are  able  to  understand  that  some  of 
what  they  write  may  not  be  good  enough  to  appear  in  the  Toike.  If 
this  could  be  attained,  then  the  Toike  would  surely  be  in  a position  to 
recapture  its  position  as  an  outstanding  humour  publication. 

Hopefully  by  now,  you  may  be  wondering  what  the  future  holds  in 
store.  The  only  people  who  can  answer  that  are  you,  the  readers.  If 
you  really  do  want  it  you’re  going  to  have  to  work  for  it.  It  has  been 
too  long  that  too  few  people  have  worked  on  the  Toike,  while  everyone 
else  sits  back  and  enjoys. 

The  Toike  you  read  now  represents  an  attempt  to  see  the  Toike 
through  the  spring  of  ’83.  Will  it  see  the  spring  of  ’84?  That  all 
depends — the  ball  is  in  your  court  now. 


The  TOIKE  OIKE  b published  every  bow  uni 
thea  In  the  Interest  of  the  Engineering  Un- 
dergraduates by  the  Engineering  Society  of  the 
University  of  Toronto.  Nobody  here  takes  the 
content  of  the  paper  seriously,  so  please  don’t 
be  offended  by  anything  we  publish. 


Tell  Us 

What  You  Think 

(Best  letters  in  next  issue) 

The  Editor — Toike  Oike 
10  Kings  College  Road 
Sandford  Fleming  Bldg. 
Room  B670 
Toronto  M5S  1A1 


WRITERS: 

Get  your 
pens  moving! 


The  next  issue  will  be  under  production 
before  you  realize  it.  The  deadline  for 
submissions  is  Friday,  March  18,  at  12 
noon.  Submissions  may  be  sent  to  the 
address  above  or  hand  delvered  to  the 
Toike  mailbox  at  the  same 
location.  Double  spaced  typed  articles 
are  preferred,  but  we’re  not  to 
fussy— we’ll  take  whatever  we  can 
get.  Hand  written  submissions  must  be 
legible  and  double  spaced.  Please 
include  your  name  and  phone  number, 
although  it  will  not  appear  with  your 
article. 
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The  World  of  Andrew  and  Koo 


An  intimate,  moment-by- 
moment account  of  their  recent 
vacation  on  the  Isle  of 
Mustique. 

By  Mrs.  Rula  Stark  (her 
mum ) 

Koo  (that’s  me  daughter,  you 
know)  was  bom  in  1956.  I’ll 
never  forget  ’cuz  that  was  the 
year  that  Manchester  won  the 
F.  A.  Cup,  and  ’Enry  got 
arrested  for  pissin’  on  the  field 
at  half-  time.  Curious,  you 
know,  but  when  I was  can-yin’ 
Koo,  the  doctor  said  it  would  be 
twins  and  he  was  wrong.  But 
they’re  not  always 
wrong.  When  they  said  ’Enry 
had  noxema  in  his  lungs  they 
were  quite  right.  He  died  of  it 
you  know,  lots  of  them  coal 
miners  did. 

Well  there  I was  to  raise  dear 
little  Koo  on  me  own.  She  was 
always  a popular  girl  and  was 
always  gettin’  herself  into  mis 
chief.  Like  the  time  ’er  and 


that  Percy  boy  stopped  the  lift 
between  floors  for  three 
hours.  But  now  she’s  all 
grown  up  and  such  a sweet 
girl.  A big  movie  star,  you 
know.  And  so  modest, 
too.  Did  you  know  she  never 
shows  me  her  movies.  Won’t 
even  show  off  for  ’er  own  mum, 
would  you  believe 

that.  Always  was  the  shy  one. 

Too  bad  I can’t  say  the  same 
for  some  of  those  boys  she 
brings  home.  Perfect  animals, 
a few  of  them.  So  when  she 
had  ’er  latest  one,  Andrew, 
over,  I must  say  1 took  to  some 
worryin’.  A soldier,  he  was, 
just  back  from  the  bleedin’ 
Falklands,  and  you  know  how 
they  are — no  manners,  always 
takin’  the  Lord’s  name  in  vain 
and  the  like.  But  Andrew 
wasn’t  like  that  at  all.  A 
gentleman  in  every  sense  of  the 
word,  he  was,  even 
complimented  me  on  me  pot 
roast.  Still,  I was  rather 
surprised  when  he  suggested 


about  them  goin’  off  to  some 
bleedin’  island,  you 

know.  Poor  Koo  doesn’t 

know  about  me  like  I do.  A 

bloomin’  lot  of  ’em  got  but  one 
thing  on  their  minds.  But 
Andrew’s  such  a perfect 

gentleman.  I’m  sure  he 
wouldn’t  think  of  anything  like 
that. 


PRINCE  ANDREW 


I don’t  much  like  his  mum, 
though.  The  next  day  she  calls 
me  up  screamin’  about  Koo  and 


BFC  Expands  Interests 


The  financial  world  was 
shocked  this  morning  to  learn 
that  Mario’s  Baker)'  Inc.  of 
Newark,  New  Jersey  had  com- 
pleted a takeover  of  Exxon  Inc. 
of  New  York.  Analysts  are  un- 
sure how  an  outfit  the  size  of 
Mario’s  could  afford  such  an 
acquisition,  but  suggest  that  it 
could  have  something  to  do 
with  the  special  order  of 
danishes  the  bakery  sent  to 
Exxon’s  last  directors’  meeting. 
The  kidnapping  of  the  entire 
Rockefeller  family  (owners  of 
Exxon)  may  or  may  not  have 
been  a contributing  factor. 
When  Da  Chief  was  asked  to 
comment  on  this,  he  answered, 
“Grrrrl” 

While  the  deal  has  been  ap- 
proved in  principle,  it  may  be 
overturned  in  an  impending 
anti-trust  suit  in  which  con- 
sumer advocate  Ralf  Nerd  will 


protest  that  today’s 
acquisition,  combined  with 
Mario’s  Columbian  and  Las 
Vegas  holdings,  would  give 
Mario  a monopoly  on  the 

nation’s  gas,  grass,  and  ass. 

Despite  the  possible  im- 
plications of  the  suit,  Mario’s 
stock  was  up  sharply  to 
$181.69  on  Wall  Street.  Exxon 
stock  was  also  up,  as  the 

takeover  should  help  to  in- 
crease Exxon’s  share  of  the  ex- 
ploding Sicilian  market. 

President  Reagan,  when 
asked  what  he  thought  about 
the  takeover’s  chances  was 
heard  to  reply,  “I  have  no  part 
to  play  in  this.”  In  Canada,  the 
deal  will  meet  with  no  op- 
position from  the  FIRA 

(Foreign  Investment  Review 
Agency),  as  Imperial  Oi  will  be 
taken  over  by  Mario’s  sub- 
sidiary, the  U of  T Engineering 


Society.  It  is  rumoured  that  a 
deal  between  underworld 
figure  Wayne  Levin  (Eng  Soc 
godfather)  and  the  Bronfman’s 
of  Montreal  has  been  worked 
out,  whereby  the  Eng  Soc 
would  gain  control  of 
Seagrams,  Petro  Canada 
would  get  Imperial  Oil,  and 
Bronfman  would  get  Marc 
Lalonde. 

There  is  also  speculation  that 
the  engineers  will  send  their 
biggest  asset,  Ella,  to  the  Basset 
Empire  for  Carling  O’Keefe 
Breweries  and  a 25%  share  of 
Carling  Bassett’s  tennis  career. 
Asked  why  the  Eng  Soc  would 
want  Carling  O’Keefe,  Vice 
President  ' Weick  replied, 
“BURPI” 

Today’s  takeover  is  the 
largest  since  the  University  of 
Toronto’s  A.S.S.U.  took  over 
the  Pink  Triangle  Press. 


TWO  SPOTS  TO  GET 
YOU  IN  THE  GROOVE 


HEY  ALL  YOU  COOL 
CATS  AND  KITTYS 

I'M  GOING  TO  LAY  YA  ON  WITH  THE 
NEWS,  SWING  ON  DOWN  TO  PETE'S 
PLACE.  HE'LL  LAY  YA  ON  WITH  . . . 


ANYTHING  YOU  SCOOP  THAT  ADDS  TO 
MORE  THAN  $5.00.  THE  DEAL  IS  YA 
GOTTA  CUT  ON  THE  DOTTED  LINE  AND 
BRING  THESE  WORDS  WITH  YA,  THE 
TRIP  FINISHES  MARCH  31, 1983. 


PETER  DUNN  S 

355  Yonge  St.  vmn  muscom  402 

RECORDS  RECORDS  RECORDS 
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’er  son  and  how  she  wants  me  to 
go  with  ’em  and  do  this  and  do 
that.  The  nerve  of  that 
woman!  She  thinks  she’s  the 
bleedin’  Queen  of  England  or 
somethin’.  Can  you  imagine 
that! 

Anyway,  I wasn’t  goin’  to  put 
up  with  that  rubbish,  but  I did 
need  to  get  away,  after  fifty- 
three  years  in  Manchester.  So 
when  what’s-his-name’s  mum 
asked  me  to  be  a chaperone  for 
the  children,  I said  all 
right.  Some  chaperone  I’ll  be, 
mind  you— I don’t  even  have 
fne  a driver’s  license 

Now  wouldn’t  you  know 
it.  Soon  as  we  get  to  the 
bleedin’  island,  the  papers  are 
all  over  us.  “How  long  are  we 
stayin’,’’  “What  are  we  doin’ 
here,”  But  when  one  of  ’em 
says,  “What’s  she  doin’  here,” 
referin’  to  meself,  I bloody  near 
forget  I’m  a lady  and  let  ’im 
have  it  with  me  umbrella.  I 
was  so  upset,  I was.  But  that’s 
what  happens  when  you’re  a big 
movie  star,  Koo,  I 
mean.  They’re  always 

snoopin’  about,  lookin’  fer 
trouble.  I’ll  never  forget  when 
the  Telegram  said  Koo  was  a 
phonographic  actress.  I cried 
all  night.  Koo  doesn’t  seem  to 
mind  it  all,  but  I felt  so  bad  for 
poor  Andrew,  what,  with  all  the 
questions  and  all.  He’s  a sweet 
boy,  he  is,  but  I fear  he’ll  have 
to  get  used  to  it  in  a hurry. 

Well,  we  spent  the  next  day 
on  the  beach.  I pretended  to 
be  workin’  on  a new  shawl  but  I 
was  watchin’  those  kids  like  a 
bloomin’  halk!  Laughin’  and 
gigglin’  they  were.  And  just 
when  they  thought  I wasn’t 
lookin’,  they  started  huggin’ 
and  kissin’  like  it  was  goin’  out 
of  style!  I couln’t  believe  it, 
but  of  course  I kept  mum  for 
the  time  being.  Must  have  me 
a talk  with  Koo  before  it’s  too 
late,  I figured. 

Well  I wasn’t  alone  with  the 
girl  until  after  tea  when  Andrew 
went  to  get  his  bloomin’  scuber 
gear.  “Yer  havin’  a good 
time,  are  ya?”  I says. 

“Of  course,”  she  says,  “just 
lovely.” 

“Well  just  you  watch 
yourself,  daughter,  ’cuz  men 
got  but  one  thing  on  their 


minds,  and  it  ain’t  rugby.  I 
seen  the  way  Andrew  looks  at 
you.  If  he  starts  getin’ 
intimate,  you  just  give  me  a 
holler,  and  I’ll  get  me  umbrella. 

“Ah,  Andrew’s  not  like 
that,”  she  says. 

“Now  believe  me,  dear,  I 
know  men.  I was  bloomin’ 
married  to  ’Enry  a good  many 
years,  and  I know  when  they’re 
thinkin’  those  thoughts.” 

Well,  it  looked  as  though  she 
were  listenin’  to  me  advice  ’cuz 
while  Andrew  was  divin’  about, 
she  went  shoppin’.  Had  to 
pick  up  somethin’  for  Andrew 
at  the  Super  X Drugs.  They’re 
a sweet  couple,  they  are,  as  long 
as  Andrew  keeps  ’is  head  on 
straight.  ’Enry  was  like  that, 
too.  I remember.  Every  time 
I took  off  me  raincoat,  he’d  be 
all  over  me  like  a mongrel, 
rippin’  at  me  clothes.  I would 
slap  ’im  and  hit  ’im  with  me 
umbrella  and  tell  him  I’m  a 
Christian  lady,  and  that  made 
’im  stop.  But  once  I wasn’t 
strong  enough  and  that’s  how  I 
had  Koo. 

After  dinner  the  three  of  us 
went  for  a walk.  We  walked 
along  the  beach,  we  did.  Koo 
and  Andrew,  holdin’  hands  like 
it  was  goin’  out  of  style,  and  me 
a few  paces  behind.  Then,  all 
of  a sudden,  he  starts  whisperin’ 
in  ’er  ear,  and  I can  just  imagine 
what  he’s  sayin’!  "Out  with 
it,”  I tell  ’im,  “We  all  want  to 
hear  it.  No  sense  in  keepin’ 
the  joke  to  yourselves.”  But 
he  just  looks  at  me  like  I flipped 
me  bloomin’  wig.  So  I takes 
Koo  aside  and  I tells  ’er,  “Just 
you  be  careful  with  this 
boy.  Do  you  want  to  get 
youself  Gentile  Herpes?  It’s 
goin’  around,  you  know,  and  I 
betcha  he  has  it.  Lots  of  them 
soldiers  do.  I think  it’s  time 
we  best  be  gettin’  home,  before 
you  get  into  trouble  or 
somethin’.” 

Well,  we  all  left  the  next 
momin’.  I was  feelin’  like 
maybe  I was  a little  rough  on 
the  girl,  with  the  way  I spoke  to 
’er,  and  all.  So  I asks  ’er  if  she 
enjoyed  ’er  vacation.  “Oh 
quite,”  she  says,  “I  really  got  a 
bang  out  of  it.”  And  then  she 
kissed  me  and  we  all  lived 
happily  ever  after,  we  did. 
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An  engineer  and  an  artsie 
took  a visiting  American  to  the 
C.N.  Tower.  The  unimpressed 
visitor,  after  seeing  the  view 
from  the  top,  declared  that  he 
did  not  think  the  tower  was  all 
that  great.  ‘In  fact,’,  he  con- 
tinued,‘I’ll  bet  you  that  I can 
jump,  stop  myself  from  falling 
within  one  inch  of  the  ground, 
and  jump  back  up  here.’  The  ar- 
tsie said,  ‘You  are  on!’  Sure 
enough,  the  American  jumped, 
stopped  himself  from  falling, 
and  returned  to  where  the  artsie 
and  engineer  stood.  The 
thoroughly  excited  artsie  said, 
‘If  you  can  do  it,  I can  do  it!  ( 
I’ve  got  a degree  in  Medieval 
Plumbing,  you  know!)’ 
Naturally  the  artsie  jumped  and 
turned  himself  into  a red  puddle 
at  the  base  of  the  tower.  The 
smirking  engineer  turned  to  the 
American  and  said,  'Superman, 
you  are  an  asshole!’. 

* * 


A frog  goes  into  a bank  and 
asks  the  teller  if  he  can  obtain  a 
loan.  The  teller  tells  him  that 
he’ll  have  to  speak  to  Mr. 
Paddywack,  the  loan 
manager.  So  the  frog  goes  to 
Mr.  Paddywack  to  ask  him  for 
the  loan.  “What  do  you  have 
as  collateral?”, asks  Mr. 
Paddywack. 

The  frog  shows  him  a small 
glass  object  and  replies  that  it  is 
all  he  has.  “Well,  I’m  not  so 
sure,"  says  Mr.  Paddywack, 
“I’ll  have  to  speak  to  the 
president  about  this.” 

Upon  entering  the  president’s 
office,  Mr.  Paddywack  says, 
“A  frog  just  came  into  my 
office  and  asked  for  a loan.” 

“What  does  he  have  as 
collateral?”  asks  the  president, 
and  the  loan  officer  shows  him 
the  small  glass  object  and  tells 
the  president  that  it  is  all  the 
frog  has.  Says  the  president, 
“That’s  a nic-nac,  Paddywack, 
give  the  frog  a loan.” 
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Testing  Man’s  Threshold  of  Pain 


If  you’ve  got  them,  you’ve 
been  hit  there.  Every  man,  or 
at  least  every  jock  (do  jocks 
read?)  knows  the  ex- 
perience to  which  I refer.  Not 
spoken  about  in  higher  circles, 
never  chronicled  in  the  National 
Enquirer  or  even  Ranger  Rick , 
the  phenomenon  is  known  all 
over  the  world,  in  at  least  seven 
different  languages.  In  English 
we  euphemistically  speak  of  a 
‘blow  beneath  the  belt’,  or  a 
‘kick  in  the  nuts’,  all  nice  ways 
of  naming  the  indescribable 
agony  of  a direct  hit  to  the 
genital  organs. 

Nothing  can  be  more 
humiliating(embarrassing,  pain- 
full, nauseating,  pick  one  they 
all  apply)  than  suddenly  finding 
yourself  on  the  ground  with 
both  hands  clutching  your  most 
valued  possesions  to  you,  as  the 
world  spins  around  you  and 
turns  a fuzzy  shade  of  black. 
The  pain  seems  to  continue  for 
an  indeterminate  form  of  in- 
finity, although  the  most  intense 
agony  lasts  for  only  about  five 
minutes,  after  which  time  you 
may  or  may  not  resume 
breathing.  While  passing 
through  this  period  of  semi- 
death, there  is  absolutely 
nothing  you  can  do  to  make  it 
stop,  so  you  just  have  to  lie 
back  and  think  of  pleasant 
things  like  problem  sets  and 
final  exams,  and  hope  that 
sooner  or  later  either  you  or  the 
pain  will  go  away. 

It  is  interesting  to  notice  other 
people’s  reactions  to  such  an 
unfortunate  mishap.  Almost 
invariably  the  people  around 
you  will  react  by  being 
irritatingly  flippant,  for  which 


you  would  gladly  pound  them 
to  a bloody  pulp,  if  only  you 
could  stand  up.  Whether  you 
are  downed  as  a result  of  a line 
drive,  a blocked  punt,  a well 
aimed  hockey  puck  or  a nasty 
smash  as  you  approach  the  net, 


the  response  is  the  same.  This 
is  resonable  since,  after  all,  it 
could  be  them  down  there 
looking  like  a total  artsy.  The 
relief  that  it  happened  to  you 
and  not  them  illicits  loud 
laughter  and  various  crude 


comments,  as  a way  of  releasing 
tension  accumulated  in 
identifying  with  excruciating 
pain.  Meanwhile,  your  body 
responds  by  vomiting,  local 
numbness  and  discolouration  or 
swelling.  Not  really  a laughing 


matter,  but  still  you  can  take 
comfort  in  the  thought  that 
maybe  next  time  it  won’t  be  you 
who  gets  thumped  in  the  balls, 
but  some  other  sucker, 
preferably  the  guy  who  is  most 
noticeably  enjoying  your  pain . 


(Advertisement) 

JOBS' "JOBS' “JOBS 

Hi!  Were  Universal  Money  and 
we’re  sending  these  notes  out  to  all 
Engineering  Schools  because  we  know 
that  Engineers,  more  than  anyone  else, 
realize  that  the  most  important  thing  in 
life  is  MONEY  as  long  as  you  make  it 
working  in  an  office  and  using  numbers, 
calculators  and  computers.  We  offer 
progressive  postings  in  several  fields  vital 
to  the  high  technolgoy  world  we  live  in 
today  which  is  the  best  world  there  ever 
was  because  it  has  lots  of  cars,  things 
made  of  plastic,  TV  and  computers.  And 
lots  of  pictures  of  nude  women  and  beer. 

What  can  Universal  Money  offer  me. 
you  ask ? Let's  talk.  Let’s  talk  in  a 
reasonable  and  down-to-earth  fashion 
about  what  you  can  do  for  us.  We  are 
looking  for; 

SANITARY  ENGINEERS 

In  this  job  you  will  eat  shit.  And 
drink  sewage.  It’s  the  recycling  approach 
all  those  hippies  have  been  talking  about. 
In  this  field  we  employ  thousands  of  men 
and  women,  who  will  eat  and  drink  all 
the  effluent  produced  by  a modern  city 
and  flushed  down  toilets  and  sinks.  No 
problems  with  expensive  water 
treatement,  just  a dedicated  corpos  of 
men  and  women  consuming  all  the 
biological  (plants  and  animals  and  stuff. 
Biology  is  why  you  piss  after  drinking 
beer  rather  than  rusting  or  breaking 
down  the  way  a machine  would) 
byproducts  of  a modern  city.  Wages  are 
competitive  and  you  get:  your  own 
parking  space;  an  office  and  a hard  hat; 
co-workers  just  like  the  people  you  went 
to  school  with;  your  own  computer 
terminal.  In  actuality  this  job  requires  no 
computing  skills,  just  a willingness  to  get 
the  job  done  (and  down).  Senior  worker 
can  look  forward  to  eating  only  the  best 
shit  and  corpses  dead  employees  (which 
are  forbidden  by  law  to  be  buried 
anywhere  in  the  free  world).  On  your 
computers,  however,  you  can  play  Star 
Trek,  Moon  Landing  and  anything  else 


you  want.  Captain  Kirk!  Captain  Kirk! 
Why  did  you  raise  the  postage  rates, 
Captain  Kirk ?! 

CHEMICAL  ENGINEERS 

The  artsies  who  work  for  low  wages  in 
the  media  have  blown  out  of  proportion 
minor  problems  such  as  the  Love  Canal 
waste  disposal  site.  Until  the  fuss  blows 
over,  we’re  looking  for  engineers  in  this 
specialized  field  who  will  be  willing  to  eat, 
inject  or  drink  any  byproducts  of  the  vital 
chemical  industry.  As  chemical 
engineers,  you  are  likely  to  be  friendly 
with  man-made  chemicals  and  to  realize 
how  important  it  is  to  be  practical.  The 
most  practical  method  of  chemical  waste 
disposal  is  bioconsumption,  a program 
which  concentrates  the  wastes  of  the 
chemical  industry  in  the  bodies  of  highly- 
trained  and  very  intelligent  men  and 
women. 

Were  also  looking  for  engineers  with 
landrovers,  who  cross-country  ski,  or 
who  garden,  to  do  commercials 
explaining  that  “ everything  is  made  of 
chemicals  and  that  in  evolution, 
organisms  have  to  adapt  to  a changing 
environment,  which  includes  the 
chemical  environment.  If  some  species 
can't  change  and  adapt,  that's  nature’s 
way,  not  ours.  And  who  are  we  to 
sec^d  guess  Mother  Nature ?"  Again, 

Again,  no  specific  skills  are  required 
for  this  job,  other  than  a willingness  to  get 
the  work  done,  a reverence  for  good 
money  and  a love  of  chemicals.  Many  of 
our  workers  have,  however,  published 
interesting  papers  on  the  effects  on  the 
bodies  of  our  workers  over  their  years  of 
employment.  Not  surprisingly,  they 
report  little  or  no  change  which  cannot 
be  accounted  for  by  the  inevitable 
approach  of  age  and  natural  disease. 
The  benefits  are  the  same  as  for  the 
Sanitary  Engineers,  but  we  think  we're  a 
little  better.  Why  else  would  our  teams 
consistently  beat  the  Sanitaries  in 
departmental  baseball  leagues?  Play  ball! 
NUCLEAR  ENGINEERS 

Let’s  not,  as  the  National  Lampoon  (a 
magazine  we  own)  puts  it,  be  "pussies 
about  nuclear  power."  Sure  it’s 


destructive,  and  were  proud  of  it.  But 
we  figure  we  can  control  it  and  we’re 
willing  to  take  the  risk  of  an  accident. 
Risk-taking  is  part  of  the  proud  tradition 
of  business  in  this  country,  and  were  not 
about  to  turn  our  backs  on  300  years  of  a 
traditin  of  success.  But  we’re  not  afraid  to 
admit  there  are  wastes  produced  by 
nuclear  fission.  We've  considered 
shooting  the  stuff  off  into  space  where  it 
won’t  be  our  problem,  or  buying  land  in 
underdeveloped  countries  where  we  can 
bury  it.  Countries  like  those  would  be 
happy  to  have  the  mark  of  progress  that 
nuclear  power  represents,  but  socialists 
in  our  country  have  stopped  us  from 
helping  progres  in  the  3rd  world  in  our 
own  way.  So,  borrowing  from  our 
chemical  friends,  we  too  are  developing 
bioconsumption.  We  know  physics  grads 
and  nuclear  engineers  are  aware  that 
there  is  little  increase  in  total  background 
radiation  due  to  non-natural  causes, 
such  as  nuclear  generating  plants,  and 
want  poeple  like  you,  who  understand 
and  love  radiation  and  radioactive 
materials  enough  to  eat  them.  We  offer 
wages  superior  to  any  other  branch  of 
engineering,  the  opportunity  to  be  in  the 
forefront  of  modem  science  and  a 
chance  to  experience  at  first  hand  the 
nuclear  processes  which  have  so  much 
promise  for  the  future.  These  benefits  are 
sure  to  outweigh  the  disadvantages 
caused  by  the  1 9th  century  laws  forbiddi 
-ng  you  to  leave  the  plant  sites.  You  will 
be  working  in  high  priority  waste  disposal 
sites  far  away  from  any  centres  of 
population,  and  far  away  from  the 
attendant  problems  caused  by  crime, 
non-scientists,  traffic  accidents  and 
overcrowing.  Many  of  our  scientists  have 
earned  out  fascinating  research  in  theire 
spare  time  comparing  effects  of  long- 
term low-level  radiation  to  that  of  short- 
term high-level  radiation  on  local  flora 
and  fauna.  Finally,  our  lobbyists  are 
succeeding  in  efforts  to  permit  our 
personnel  into  cities  despite  years  of 
consumption  of  radioactive  materials. 
The  "ya  gotta  go  sometime"  attitude  of 
James  Watt  is  finally  making  sense 
among  influential  legislators. 


Nukes 

Curtailed 

The  International  Atomic 
Regulatory  Agency  has  reported 
today  that  it  is  confident  that 
Pakistan,  Libya  and  Iraq  are  not 
presently  producing  nuclear  weapons 
from  the  by-products  of  their  nuclear 
reactors. 

Asked  by  a reporter  how  their 
information  came  about,  a 
Commissioner  replied  that  since  the 
Iraqi  reactor  was  destroyed  by  Israeli 
bombers,  any  question  of  Iraqi  bombs 
would  be  moot. 

The  Commissioner  of  the  IARA 
was  then  questioned  how  he  knew  the 
Islamic  regimes  of  Libya  and  Pakistan 
were  not  involved  in  the  production 
of  a nuclear  device.  “It’s  quite 
simple."  he  replied,  “I  personally 
asked  Col.  Qadaffi  and  President  Zia 
ul-Huq  and  separate  occasions 
whether  or  not  they  were  either 
presently  producing,  have  produced 
in  the  past,  or  intending  to  produce, 
any  nuclear  device.  Their  answer  was 
“No." 


"Wait!  Wait!  Litton  to  me! . . . We  don't  HAVE  to 
be  just  sheep!" 
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1.  I would  describe  myself  as  a)  outgoing  wildly  extroverted  (partier) 
b)  jockish  c)  outdoorsy  d)  laid-back  0 wimpy  (Eng  Sci  type) 

2.  I would  like  to  meet  someone  who  is  a)  outgoing  (wildly  extroverted  - partier) 

b)  jockish  c)  outdoorsy  d)  laiu  back  (g)  wimpy  (Eng  Sci  type) 

3.  The  quality  I look  for  first  in  a member  of  the  opposite  sex  is  a)  a sense 

of  humour  b)  good  looks  c)  intelligence  d)  kindness  & consideration  money 

4.  On  a first  date,  I like  to  a)  go  to  dinner  and  a movie  b)  attend  a Varsity 
hockey  game  go  to  the  symphony  d)  study  together  e)  have  sex 

5.  One  of  my  favourite  restaurants  is  a)  Winston's  b)  Toby's  c)  the  Elm 
d)  Moishe's  Tel  Aviv  Sandford  Fleming  Cafeteria 

6.  The  music  I usually  listen  to  is  a)  new  wave  b)  heavy  metal  c)  country  & western 
0 middle  of  the  road  e)  classical 

7.  On  Reading  WEEK,  I'd  like  to  a)  ski  in  the  Swiss  Alps  b)  party  in  Fort 
Lauderdale  c)  sleep  (a}  go  home  to  Mom  & Dad  e)  check  into  a quiet  carel 
in  the  Engineering  library 

8.  I would  describe  the  way  I dress  as  a)  new  wave  funky  chic  b)  preppie 

c)  classy  d)  jockish  (e)  Courtesy  of  Goodwill 

9.  My  favourite  sport  is  a)  tennis  bVJce  hockey  c)  football  d)  skiing  e)  sex 

(£)none  c\  above 

10.  When  I get  out  into  the  real  world.  I'd  like  to  drive  a a)  Lamborghini 

b)  Mercedes  c)  VW  Rabbit  d)  Chevy  pick  up  Q taxi 

11.  Tne  political  figure  I admire  most  is  a)  Ronald  Reagan  b)  Margaret  Thatcher 

c)  Joe  Clark  d)  Uri  Andropov  Wayne  Levin 

12.  /-MALES:  If  I were  a movie  star,  I'd  like  to  be  a)  Sir  Lawrence  Olivier 

^ *S  b)  Burt  Reynolds  c)  Dustin  Hoffman  d)  Woody  Allen  0 Wayne  Levin 

FE?1ALES:  If  i ware  a movie  star,  I'd  like  to  be  a)  Meryl  Streep 

b)  Goldie  Hawn  c)  Jessica  Lange  d)  Pia  Zadora  (e)  Lassie. 

13.  My  favourite  TV  show  is  a)  60  Minutes  b)  M*A*S*H  c)  The  Muppet  Show 
0 Romper  Room  e)  I don't  watch  TV 

14.  If  I had  a pet,  I'd  have  a a)  dog  b)  cat  c)  budgie  d)  lice  (e)  sheep 

15.  One  of  my  favourite  bocks  is  a)  Gone  with  the  Wind  b)  War  and  Peace 

c)  Adventures  of  Sherlock  Holmes  d)  The  Hitchhiker's  Guide  to  the  Galaxy 
0 Calculus  by  Earl  J.  Svokowski 

16.  The  calculator  I depend  on  most  is  a)  TI-55  b)  HP33  c)  Casio 

d)  Sharp  EL509A  I use  my  fingers 

17.  If  I won  a million  dollars,  I would  a)  go  on  a wild  shopping  spree 

b)  invest  it  c)  go  on  a trip  around  the  world  d)  donate  it  to  charity 

(i.e.  the  Eng  Soc)  Q erect  a huge  bronze  statue  of  myself  on  King's  College 

Circle. 

18.  On  campus,  I get  involved  in  a)  sports  © student  politics  c)  clubs  d)  pubs 

e)  nothing,  I'm  too  busy  studying 

19.  My  philosophy  of  life  is  best  described  as: 

a)  L'm  OK,  you're  OK 

b)  Do  unto  others  as  you  would  have  done  unto  you 

c)  Money  is  the  root  of  all  evil 

d)  The  meek  shall  inherit  the  earth 
(g)  I'm  No.  1 


THE  ANNUAL 


DANCE 

Friday  March  25 

Hotel  Plaza  II 
90  BloorSt  E. 

Complimentary 
Buffet 
Cash  Bar 
7:30  p.m. 


Q:  What  do  you  get  when  you 
cross  a rooster  with  a telephone 
pole? 

A:  A 45  foot  cock  that  wants  to 
reach  out  and  touch  you. 
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Eng.  Sci.’s  Meet  New  Frontiers 


White  mice  have  been  there, 
dogs  have  been  there, 
chimpanzees,  monkeys  and 
even  human  beings  have  been 
there.  So,  why  not  Eng. 
Sci.’s? 

There  is  outer  space,  and  if  a 
team  of  engineers  at  the 
University  of  Trawna  have  their 
way,  Eng.  Sci.’s  may  secure  a 
niche  in  the  history  of  space 
travel.  The  team’s  suggestion 
that  Eng.  Sci.’s  may  travel 
where  no  man  has  gone  before 
grew  out  of  the  team’s 
computer  study,  completed 
recently  on  their  state  of  the  art 
keypunch  machines  (the  art  in 
this  case  is  pre-historic),  of 
regenerative  life-support 

systems  and  the  sanitation  and 
garbage  disposal  needs  of  long 
manned  space  missions.  Using 
as  a model  a 24-engineer  crew  in 


a 10  year  assignment  in  deep 
space,  the  researchers  studied 
what  kind  of  wastes  the  crew 
would  generate  and  what  types 
of  waste  management  systems 
would  best  tackle  the  dirty  job 
of  processing  the 

effluent.  Aerobic  biological 
waste  systems— bacteria  using 
oxygen  to  break  down  the 
garbage  and  other  organic 
untouchables— would  work 
well,  but  the  team,  led  by  J.P. 
de  Panoffscott,  a professor  of 
chemical  engineering  at 
Trawna,  suggested  that  a pair  of 
“small,  self  contained  mobile 
anaerobic  reactors”  (two  Eng. 
Sci.’s)  would  supplement  the 
bacteria  driven  system  as  ‘pre- 
digestors’. 

Eng.  Sci.’s  would  be  used  to 
do  the  initial  processing  of  the 
inedible  stalks,  stems  and  leaves 


TOIKE  POETRY 

Jeff’s  Song 

Jeff  is  so  innocent,  I can’t  believe, 

Saw  a girl  and  couldn’t  leave. 

Showed  him  beaver  furry  brown, 

Jeff  turned  red  cause  his  was  down. 

She  was  horny  like  a tusk, 

Jeff  could  smell  a beaver’s  musk. 

She  tried  and  tried  to  get  it  up, 

Jeff  was  nervous  to  corrupy; 

But  ‘shit’  he  said,  and  up  it  flew, 

And  semen  spurt  like  crazy  glue. 

They  looked  around  at  the  mess  it  made, 

She  was  mad  and  still  unlaid. 

Her  juices  flowing  and  still  red  hot, 

She  masturbated  and  could  not  stop. 

She  came  and  came  and  came  and  came, 

And  poor  old  Jeffrey  was  to  blame. 

She  was  tired  and  all  dried  out, 

When  Jeffrey’s  dick  turned  right  about. 

Steaming  hot  and  gleaming  wet; 

A self-seve  hand  job  was  all  he  could  get. 

The  rest  of  the  night  he  slept  alone, 

She  left  right  then  and  said  she’d  phone. 

But  this  little  story  has  a moral  too; 

The  faster  you  cum,  the  less  you  screw  I 

RUBBER  DUCKIE 

(FOR  REAL) 

Rubber  Duckie  you’re  the  one 
You  make  bathtime  lots  of  fun. 

Rubber  Duckie  I’m  awfully  fond  of  you.  Vo,  vo-dee-oh. 
Rubber  Duckie,  joy  of  joys, 

When  I squeeze  you,  you  make  noise. 

Rubber  Dukkie  you’re  my  best  friend,  it’s  true. 

Oh,  ev’ry  day  when  I make  my  way  to  the  tubby, 

I find  a little  fellow  who’s  cute  and  yellow  and  chubby, 

Rub-a  dub-dub-by. 

Rubber  Duckie,  you’re  so  fine, 

And  I’m  lucky  that  you’re  mine. 

Rubber  Duckie,  I’m  awfully  fond  of 
Rubber  Duckie,  Id  like  a whole  pond  of 
Rubber  Duckie,  I’m  awfully  fond  of  you. 


Who  to  Return  to  T.O. 


continued  from  page  1 

families  and  about  Townsend’s 
alcoholic  problem.  He  insists 
that  he  has  beaten  the  desire, 
but  the  three  of  us  got  pissed 
that  night.  After  D.J.’s,  we 
went  to  a concert  at  the 
Metropolitan  Toronto  Hall  (I 
don’t  care  if  others  call  it  Roy’s 
place).  Boxcar  Willie  was 
doing  a show  there.  We  were 
very  drunk  and  clapped  for 
him.  I am  not  certain  but  I 
think  the  three  of  us  were  the 
only  ones  there.  If  that’s  not 
the  case,  then  that  place  has 
only  three  seats.  To  make 
Willie  feel  better,  we  would 


move  to  different  seats 
throughout  the  hall  and  clap  for 
him  from  different  places. 

I don’t  remember  much  else 
about  that  evening  except  that 
we  mistook  Willie  to  be  the 
warm  up  band.  He  is  really 
good  for  a laugh  but  said  that 
he  is  scared  to  perform  in  front 
of  more  than  six  people.  He 
might  piss  himself. 

I thought  I’d  never  forget 
that  evening  but  I don’t 
remember  it  now.  Anyway, 
about  the  concert,  the 
possibilities  for  a warm  up  band 
are  the  Beatles,  the  Doors  or 
(heaven  help  us)  the  Lady 
Godiva  Memorial  Band. 


left  over  from  the 
hydroponically  grown  fruits, 
vegetables  and  grains  raised  by 
the  crew  (not  to  mention  empty 
beer  bottles  from  all  night  ‘caps 
marathons’.  The  aerobic 
system  would  take  over  from 
there  to  produce  a nitrogen-rich 
liquid  fertilizer,  which  could  be 
fed  to  the  Eng.  Sci.’s 
(commonly  disguised  as  Saga 
tapioca  pudding)  as  nitrogen 
supplement. 

The  Eng.  Sci.’s  prime 
function  in  life  would  be  waste 
treatment,  but  being  the 
efficient  creatures  that  they  are, 
they  would  also  provide  milk 
and  meat  for  the  human 
travellers  (what  do  you  think 
the  Fire  Pit  uses  in  their  delcious 
Souvlaki?).  The  Eng. 

Sci.’s — both  female — would 
periodically  be  artificially 


inseminated  so  that  milk  would 
be  available  year  round.  “The 
‘nannies’  would  be  kept 
pregnant,  the  birth  dates 
staggered  to  maintain  a 
constant  output  of  milk,” 
Panoffscott  says.  Six  months 
after  birth,  the  kids  would  be 
‘harvested’  for  meat  (see 
Souvlaki,  above)  or  could  also 
be  used  as  replacements  should 
one  or  both  of  the  adults  tire  of 
the  responsibilities  of  space 
travel. 

This  isn’t  the  first  time  it’s 
been  suggested  that  lower  forms 
of  life  (Eng.  Sci.’s)  accompany 
humans  into  space.  A 1977 
SAC  (Space  Advancement 
Consortium)  study  of  another, 
larger  self  sufficient  space 
colony  suggested  that  mutton, 
beef,  trout  and  St.  Joe’s  girls  go 
along  with  the  engineers  to  help 


maintain  a more  normal 
diet.  Eng.  Sci.’s  were  chosen 
over  cows  to  take  advantage  of 
‘economies  of  scale’.  An 
additional  bonus  is  their  very 
fastidious  feed  requirements;  in 
other  words,  they’re  not  very 
picky  about  what  they  eat. 

The  Eng.  Sci.’s  would  best  be 
kept  penned,  with  no  place  to 
go  to  browse,  no  time  to  munch 
an  empty  beer  case  and  little 
chance  for  exercise  (very similar 
to  their  common  room  at  the 
best  of  times).  But  the  crew 
would  lead  a similarly  confined 
life  (refer  to  Eng.  Soc.  when  the 
Bnad  is  getting  ready  for  a noon 
event).  As  Panoffscott  says, 
“Ten  years  in  space  is  like  ten 
minutes  at  an  Eng.  Soc.  meeting 
when  Peter  Watler  is  trying  to 
make  a point  and  that’s  too 
long  a time  for  anyone  without 
a break!” 


RYERSON  CANNON 
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THE  ENGINEERING 

STORES 

FOR  ALL  YOUR  SCHOOLING  NEEDS 

Special! 

Engineering  T-shirts  $2.80 

Paper  .200  sheets $1.75 

500  sheets $3.97 

Yellow  pads 47c 

White  pads 93c 

Staedler  Highlighters:  small 84® 

large $1.17 

Erasermate  pens $1.75 

"Big  Red”  pens $2.76 

"Rolling  ball”  pens $2.94 

Slide-N-Loks 30® 

Vinyl  Binders:  5/8” $170 

y' $T85 

File  Folders 90c 

LOWEST  PRICES  ON  CAMPUS. 
COME  CHECK  US  OUT. 

LOCATED  IN  THE  BASEMENT 
OF  THE  SANDFORD  FLEMING 
BUILDING. 


Include  D.J.’s  on  your  list 
of  Oscar  nominations. 


After  all,  D.J.’s  has  the  best 
entertainment,  great  food  and  low 
priced  draft  beer. 


Lange 


esslca 


•ryl 


Streep 


BUFFET 
BONANZA 


$2.99 

TAX  INCLUDED 


Present  (hit  coupon  with  $2.99  lor  a complata  dlnnar  of  althor 
homemada  lasagne,  cannelloni,  chicken  cacclatora  or  dally  apaclal 
with  salad  and  DJ.’s  homemada  bread  and  butter.  This  coupon 
valid  after  6 p.m„  for  dinner  Monday  to  Friday. 

Offer  expires  April  30, 1983 


Paul  Newman 


